Bob Davis I have always been delighted to see. In
my younger days he typified America to me. His in-
formality, his " shirt-sleeve manner/' as he himself called
it, his point-blank vigour of conversation, were all re-
freshing to the Englishman. He dug me out when I
was paying one of my earlier visits to the Riviera. I
was at Hyeres at the time, and he walked up to me
on the golf course and introduced himself in his usual
breezy fashion. I was playing rather a close match with
a testy old Colonel of my acquaintance who was also a
punctilious golfer and who had the shock of his life when
Davis, after explaining the reason of his visit, offered to
finish the round with us, and did so, playing with my
clubs and throwing his coat over to my caddie to carry.
Fortunately my companion saw the humorous side of the
situation and Bob Davis* suggestion of a dollar a hole
appealed to him immensely. Our visitor was quite a
considerable amount of money out of pocket when we
had finished the round, but he was streaming with,
perspiration and brimful of smiles. He paid up with
glorious alacrity and marched us both off to the bar.
Our choice of drinks, however, distressed him greatly.
" Say, what's that you're talking about ?" he de-
manded. " Tea ! What do you do with it ! "
"Perhaps you'd like a whisky and soda," I sug-
gested.
" Say, boy, now you're talking," he replied. " You
two play about the finest golf I've ever seen. I couldn't
remember it on tea. I don't suppose you know what a
cocktail is," he went on, as he handled the tumbler with
the skill of long habit
" Never heard of it," my companion declared.
" I have," I replied, having not long ago returned from
my visit to the States. " I had two at the Boston Country
Club. They don't know anything about them over here,
I'm afraid."
" Then I'll teach you fellows something," Bob Davis
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